IJSTTEXS ON LIFE  AND THE MORNING.
(First of a Series.)
A PARSON'S LETTER TO A YOUNG POET,
said < Too late, too late, the work is done ;
Great Homer sang of glory and strong men And that fair Greek whose fault all these long
years
Wins no forgetfulness nor ever can ; For yet cold eyes upon her frailty bend, For yet the world waits in the victor's tent Daily, and sees an old man honourable, His white head bowed, surprise to passionate tears Awestruck Achilles ; sighing, " I have endured The like whereof no soul hath yet endured, To kiss the hand of him that slew my son," *
They said : * We, rich by him, are rich by more ; One JEschyliis found watchfires on a hill